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Ireaditin the Grammer long ago e. 

Moore I tuft, a verfcin right, you hauc it, 

Now what a thing it is to be an Arte, 

H ceres no found ieft,the old man hath found their gilt* 
And fends the weapons wraptabout with linet, 

That woimd(beyondtheir fceling)to the quick*. 

But were our witty Emprertc wtjl a foote. 

She would applaud AnAronicus conceit, 

Butlethcrrertin her vnreft awhile. 

And now y oung Lords, waftWta happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome rtiiatogerSjand more then fo 
Captiucs tobeaduaticcd to this height? 

It did me good before the Pallace gate. 

To braue theTribuneinhis brothers hearing. 

Demet, But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely infimute, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord D erne trim. 

Did yeunot vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Demet , I would we had a thoufand Ronaane Dames 
At fuch a bay, by turne to ferue our 1 urt, 

Chiron. A charitable wifti and full of loue. 

Moore, Heerc lacks but your mother for to fay Amen, 
Chiron. And that would fhe fortwenty thoufand more, 
Demet, Comeletvs goe and pray to all the Gods 
Tor our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deoils, the gods hauc giuen vs ouer. ' 
Drumyett fennel. 

‘Dim, Why do the Emperors trumpets flourirti thus? 
Chiron. Belike forioy the Empcrour hath a fonne. 
Dime, Sofc> who comes heerc ? 

Enter Nttrje with a black? a Moore chilAe, 

T^ur. Good morrow Lords, O tell medid you feev^ 0 #tbt 
Aron. Well. more orlefle, orncreawhit at all, (Moore 
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Hcere Aron is, and what with Aron now ? 

JSlttrfe, Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndonc. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermorc. 

Aron, Why whatacatterwallingdoft thoukcepe 3 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine artnes? 

Nnr/e, O that which I would hide from heauens eye. 

Our Emprertc lhame, and ftately Romes difgrace. 

She is dcliucred Lords, flieis deliuered. 

Aron * Tow home? 

Nurfe* I meane fheis brought a bed. 

Aron* Wei God giuc her good reft,vvhathathhe fent her? 

2 furfe. A detrill. 

Aron. Why then £he is the DeuilsDam, aioyfull iflue, 

Nurfe. Aioyles,difmall,blacke,andforrowfullirtu« 9 
Heerc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft thefaireft breeders of our clime, 

The Emprtfle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy feale. 

And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 

e sfren* Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hues’ 

Sweet blows,you arc a bcautious blortbme furs. 

Dcmt* VtHaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canftnot vndoc. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndoneour mother. 

Aron. Villaine,! hauc done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein helliftt dog thou haft vndone. 

Woe to herchancc,anddambdlierlosthedchoycc» 
Accurft theoffpring offofoule aiknd. 

Chiron « It fhallnotliue. 

Aron. Itrtiallnotdie. 

Nurfe. Aron it rr.uft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aren. What muft it Nurfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doe execution on my flefh and blood, 

Dsm. He broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

Nurfe gius it me, my fword /hall fooae difpatch it. 
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